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THE. 


CO M PL AI NT. 


NIGHT the SECOND. 


| — the Cock crew, he wept”--Smote " that Eye, 


Which looks on me, on All : That Pow'r, who 
This Midnight Centinel with Clarion ſhrill, [bids 
Emblem of that which ſhall awake the dead, 


Rouze Souls from Slumber, into Thoughts of Heaven, 


Shall I foo weep ? Where then is Fortitude ? 
And Fortitude abandon'd, where is Man? 

I know the terms on which He ſees the Light; 
He that is born, is liſted : Life is War; 

Eternal War with Woe : who bears it beſt, 


Deſerves 


* 


But moſt at This, at Midnight ever clad 


(P27 
Deſerves it leaſt. On other Themes I'll dwell, 


Lorenzo let me turn my thoughts on "Thee, 
And Thine, on Themes may profit; profit there, 


| Where moſt thy need. Themes, too, the genuine growth 
Of dear Philander's Duſt; He, thus, tho” dead 
Mayſtill befriend--What Themes Times wondrous price, 


Themes meet for man! and meet at ev'ry hour, 


In Death's own Sables ; filent as his Realms; 


And prone to weep; profuſe of dewy tears 


Ober Nature in her temporary Tomb. 


So could I touch theſe Themes, as might obtain 


. Thine Ear; nor leave thy Heart quite diſengag' d, 


The good Deed would delight me; half.impreſs 
On my dark Cloud an Iris; and from Grief, 
Call Glory. Doſt thou mourn Philander”s fate? 
I kndw thou ſay'ſt it, ſays thy Life the ſade 


He mourns the Dead, who lives as they deſire. 
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Where is that Thrift, that Avarice of TIME, 
(O glorious Avarice!) thought of Death inſpires, 
As rumour'd robberies endear our Gold ? © | AT 
O Time than Gold more facred ; more a Load 
Than Lead, to Fools; and Fools reputed Wiſe. 
What Moment granted Man without account ? 
What ars are ſquander'd, Wiſdom's debt paid 5 
Our Wealth in Days all due to that diſcharge. 
Haſte, haſte, He lies in wait, He's at the door, 
Inſidious Death / ſhould his ſtrong hand arreſt, 
No compoſition ſets-the Priſoner free. 1.40 


 Eternity's inexorable chain 
Faſt binds 3 and Vengeance claims the full Arrear. 


How late I ſhudder'd on the brink ? How late 
Life call'd for her laſt Refuge in Deſpair ? 1 
That Time is mine, O Mead to Thee I owe; 

Fain would I pay thee with Eternity + i 4 bai 
But ill my Genius anſwers my Deſire, dF 
My ſickly Song is mortal, paſt thy Cure. 

Accept the Will ; It dies not with my train. 


CS 4 
For wat calls thy Diſeaſe Lorenzo? not 
For E/culapian, but for Moral Aid ; 
Thou think'ſt it Folly to be wiſe too ſoon. 
Youth is not rich in Time; it may be, poor : 
Part with it as with Money, ſparing ; pay 


No M oment, but in Purchaſe of its worth : 


And what its Worth, aſk Death-beds, they can tell. 


Part with it as with Life, reluctant; big 
With holy Hope of nobler Time to come: 
Time higher-aim'd, ſtill nearer the great Mark 
Of Men and Angels ; Virtue more divine. 


Is this our Duty, Wiſdom, Glory, Gain ? 
(Theſe Heaven benign in vital Union bids) 
And ſport we like the Natives of the Bough, 
When vernal Suns inſpire ? Amuſement reigns 
Man's great Demand: To trifle is to live: 
And is it then a Trifle, too, to die? === 
Thou ſay'ſt I preach; Lorenzo / tis confeſt. 
What, if for once, I preach thee quite awake s 
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Who wants Amuſement in the Flame of Battle ? 
Is it not Treaſon, to the Soul immortal, 


Her Foes in Arms, Eternity the prize ? 


Will Toys amuſe, when Med'cines cannot cure ? 
When Spirits ebb, when Life's inchanting Scenes 
Their Luſtre loſe, and leſſen in our Sight, 

(As Lands, and Cities with their glitt'ring Spires, 
To the poor ſhatter d Bark, by ſudden Storm 
Thrown off to Sea, and ſoon to periſh there) 

Will Toys amuſe ?---No: Thrones will then be Toys, 
And Earth and Skies ſeem Duſt upon the Scale. 


Redeem we Time ?----its Loſs we dearly buy : 
What pleads Lorenzo for his high-priz'd Sports? 
He pleads Time's numerous B/azks ; he loudly pleads 
The ſtraw-like Trifles, on Life's common Stream. 
From whom thoſe B/anks and Triſſes, but from thee ? 
No Blank, no Trif/e Nature made, or meant. 
Virtue, or purpos'd Virtue ſtill be Thine : 


This cancels thy Complaint at once; This leaves 
3 | In 


("IG 
In 47 no Trifle, and no B/ank in Time. 
This greatens, fills, immortalizes All : 
This, the bleſt Art of turning all to Gold ; 
This, the good Heart's prerogative to raiſe 
A royal tribute, from the pooreſt Hours. 


Immenſe Revenue ! every Moment Pays. 


If nothing more than Purpoſe in thy power, 


Thy purpoſe firm, is equal to the Deed : 


Who does the beſt his circumſtance allows, 

Does well, acts nobly ; Angels could no more. 

Our outward Act, indeed, admits reſtraint ; 

"Tis not in Things o'er Thought to domineer ; 

Guard well 6s „ ; our Thoughts are heard in 


[ Heaven. 


On all-important Time, through every Age, 


Tho' much, and warm, the Wiſe have urg'd ; the Man 


Is yet unborn, who duly weighs an Hour. 

« I've loſt a Day“ The Prince who nobly cry'd, 
Had been an Emperor without his Crown ; 

Of Rome ſay, rather, Lord of human race ; 


He 
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E. 
He ſpoke, as if deputed by Mankind. 


So ſhould all ſpeak : fo Reaſon ſpeaks in All: 


From the ſoft Whiſpers of that God in man, 
Why fly to Folly, why to Frenzy fly, 

For Reſcue from the Being we poſſeſs? 
Time, the Supreme !---T ume iS Eternity; 


Pregnant with all Eternity can give; 


Pregnant with all, that makes Arch-angels ſmile: 


Who murders Time, He cruſhes in the Birth 
A Pow'r Ethereal, only aot Ador'd. 


Ah! how unjuſt to Nature, and Himſelf, 
Is thoughtleſs, thankleſs, inconſiſtent Man? 
Like Children babling nonſenſe in their ſports, 


We cenſure Nature for a Span too ſhort ; 


That Span too ſhort, we tax as tedious too 


Torture Invention, all Expedients tire, 


To laſh the ling'ring moments into ſpeed ; 
And whirl us (happy riddance!) from ourſelves. 


Art, brainleſs Art our furious Charioteer 
| B 2 


(For 


(28 -) 


(For Nature's voice unſtifled would recall) 
Drive headlong towards the precipice of Death; 
Death, moſt our Dread; Death thus more dreadful made. 


O what a Riddle of Abſurdity? 


Leiſure is Pain; takes off our Chariot-wheels, 
How heavily we drag the Load of Life? 
Bleſt Leiſure is our Curſe, like that of Cain 
It makes us wander ; wander earth around 
To fly that Tyrant, Thought. As Atlas groan'd 
The world beneath, we groan beneath an Hour. 
We cry for Mercy to the next Amuſement ; 
The next Amuſement mortgages our fields; 
Slight inconvenience! Priſons hardly frown, 
From hateful Time, if Priſons ſet us free. 
Yet when Death kindly tenders us Relief, 
We call him cruel ; Years to Moments ſhrink, 
Ages to Years. The Teleſcope 1s turn'd : 
man's falſe opticks (from his Folly falſe) 
Time, 'in advance, behind him hides his Wings, 
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And ſeems to creep, decrepit with his Age; 
Behold him, when paſt by; what then is ſeen 
But his broad Pinions ſwifter than the Winds? 
And all Mankind, in Contradiction ſtrong, 


Rueful, aghaſt! cry out at his Career. 


Leave to thy Foes theſe Errors, and theſe Ills ; 
To Nature juſt, their Cauſe and Cure explore. 
Not ſhort Heaven's Bounty, boundleſs our expence 
No Niggard, Nature; Men are Prodigals. 

As bold Alphonſus threatned in his Pride, 

We throw away our Suns, as made for Sport, 

And not to light us, on our way to Scenes 

Whoſe Luſtre turns heir Luſtre into Shade. 

We waſte, not #/e our Time: we breathe, not live. 
Time waſted is Exiſtence, us'd is Life: 

And bare Exiſtence, Man, to /ive ordain'd, 

Wrings, and oppreſſes with enormous weight. 

And why? ſince Time was given for Uſe, not Waſte, 
Enjoin'd to fly, with Tempeſt, Tide, and Stars, 
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We thwart the Deity ; and 'tis decreed, 


( 14 ) 
To keep his Speed, nor ever wait for Man; 
Time's Uſe was doom'd a Pleaſure ; Waſte, a Pain ; 
That Man might fee/ his Error, if unſeen ; 
And, feeling, fly to Labour for his Cure : 
Not, blundering, ſplit on Idleneſs, for eaſe. 


Life's Cares are Comforts ; ſuch by Heaven deſign'd ; 


He that has none, muſt make them, or be wretched. 
Cares are Employments ; and without Employ 

The Soul is on a Rack; the Rack of Reſt; 

To Souls moſt adverſe ; Action all their Joy. 


Here, then, the Riddle, mark'd above, unfolds . 
Then Time turns torment, when Man turns a Fool. 


We rave, we wreſtle with Great Nature's Plan ; 


Who thwart His Will, ſhall contradict their own. 


Hence our unnatural Quarrel with ourſelves ; 


Our Thoughts at Enmity our boſom-brall ; 
We puſh Time from us, and we wiſh Him back, 


Laviſh-of Luſtrums, and yet fond of Life; 
24 5 Life 
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Liſe we think long, and ſhort; Death ſeek, and ſhun; 
Body and Soul, like peeviſh Man and Wife, 

United jar, and yet are loath to part. 

Oh the dark days of Vanity ! while Here, 

How Taſtleſs? and how Terrible, when gone? 


Gone? they ne'er go; when paſt, they haunt us ſtill ; 
The Spirit walks of ev'ry Day deceas'd, 


And ſmiles an Angel; or a Fury frowns. 


Nor Death, nor Life delights us. If Time peſt, 
And Time poſſeft, both pain us, what can pleaſe ? 
That which the Deity to pleaſe ordain'd, 

Time asd. The Man who conſecrates his Hours 
By vigorous Effort, and an honeſt, Aim, 

At once he draws the ſting of Life and Death : 
He walks with Natare ; and her Paths are Peace. 


Our Error's Cauſe, and Cure are ſeen : See next 
Time's Natare, Origin : Importance, Speed; 
And thy great Gain from urging his Career. 


All- ſenſual Man, becauſe untouch'd, unſeen, | 
He 
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(6 
He looks on Time, as nothing. Nothing elſe 


Is truly Man's; - "tis Fortune's.---- Time's a God. 
Thou haſt ne'er heard of Times Omnipotence z 


For, or againſt, what Wonders can he do? 

And ui. To ſtand blank Veuter He diſdains. 

Not on tho/e terms was Time, (Heaven's Stranger!) ſent 
On his important Embaſſy to Man. 

Lorenzo! no: On the long-deſtin'd Hour, 

From everlaſting Ages growing ripe, 

That memorable Hour of wond'rous Birth, 

When the Dread Sire, on Emanation bent, 

And big with Nature, riſing in his Might, 

Call'd forth Creation, (for then Time was born) 

By Godhead ſtreaming thro' a thouſand Worlds; 
Not on thoſe Terms, from the oreat days of Heaven, 
From old Eternity's myſterious Orb, 

Was Time cut off, and caſt beneath the Skies ; 

The Skies, which watch him in his new abode, 
Meaſuring his Motions by revolving Spheres ; 

That Horologe Machinery Divine. 
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Hours,Days, and Months, and, Years,his Children, play, 


Like numerous wings, around him, as he flies : 


Or, rather, as unequal Plumes, they ſhape 


His ample Pinions, ſwift as darted Flame, 

To gain his goal, to reach his ancient Reſt, 

And join anew Eternity his Sire; 

In his Inmutability to neſt, 

When Worlds, that count his Circles zo, unhing'd 
(Fate the loud ſignal ſounding) headlong ruſh 

To timeleſs Night, and Chaos, whence they role. 
Why ſpur the ſpeedy ? why with Levities 
New-wing thy ſhort, ſhort day's too rapid flight? 


Know'ſt thou, or what thou doſt, or what is done ? 
Man flies from Time, and Time from Man : too ſoon 
In ſad Divorce, this double Flight muſt end; 

And then, where are we ? where Lorenzo / then, 


Thy Sports? thy Pomps ?----I grant thee, in a State 


Not Unambitious ; in the led Shroud, 
Thy Parian Tomb's triumphant Arch beneath. 
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( 38 ) 
Has Death his Fopperies ? then well may Life 


Put on her Plume, and in her Rainbow ſhine. 


Ye well-array'd! Ye Lilies of our land! 


Ye Lilies Male who neither toil, nor ſpin, 


(As Siſter Lilies 9779/2) if not ſo wiſe 

As Solomon, more ſumptuous to the Sight! 

Ve Delicate ! who nothing can ſupport, 
Yourſelves moſt inſupportable! for whom 

The winter Roſe muſt blow, the Sun put on 

A brighter Beam in Leo; ſilky- ſoft 

Favonius breathe ſtill ſofter, or be chid ; 

And Other worlds ſend Odours, Sauce, and Song, 
And Robes, and Notions, fram'd in foreign Looms ! 
O ye Lorenzos of our Age! who deem 

One Moment unamug'd, a Miſery 

Not made for feeble Man ! who call aloud 

For every Bawble, drivel'd o'er by Senſe ; 


For Rattles, and Conceits of every caſt, 
For Change of Follies, and Relays of Joy, 
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1 
To drag you patient, through the tedious length 


Of a ſhort Winter's Day; ſay, Sages ! ſay, 
Wit's Oracles ! ſay, Dreamers of gay Dreams ! 
How will you weather an Eternal Night, 

Where ſuch Expedients fail ? where Wit's a Fool, 


Mirth mourns ; Dreams vaniſh; Laughter drops a Tear? 


O Treacherous Conſcience! while ſhe ſeems to ſleep, 
On Ro/e and Myrthe, lull'd with Syren Song; 
| While ſhe ſeems, nodding o'er her charge, to drop 
On headlong Appetite, the ſlackned rein, 
And give us up to Licence, unrecall'd, 
Unmarkt ;----As from behind her ſecret ſtand, 
The fly Informer minutes every Fault, 
And her dread Diary with Horror fills : 
Not the groſs Act alone imploys her Pen; 
She reconnoitres Fancy's airy band, 
A watchful Foe ! The formidable Spy, 
Liſt'ning o'erhears the Whiſpers of our Camp 


Our dawning Purpoſes of Heart explores, 
C 2 And 


(0a ) 
And ſteals our Embryos, of Iniquity. q 
As all-rapacious Uſurers conceal 7 1 
Their Doomſday-book, from all-conſuming Heirs; 
Thus, with Indulgence moſt ſevere, She treats 
Us, Spendthrifts of ineſtimable Time; 
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Unnoted, notes each Moment miſapply'd ; 

In leaves more durable than leaves of Braſs, 
Writes our whole Hiſtory 3 which Death ſhall read 
In every pale Delinquent's private Ear; 

And Judgment publiſh : Publiſh to more worlds 
Than this; and endleſs Age in groans reſound, _ i 
Lorenzo, ſuch that Sleeper in thy Breaſt ! 
Such is her Slumber 3 and her Vengeance uch. 

For lighted Counſel ; ſueh thy future Peace! 

And think'ſt thou ſtill thou canſt be wife ton /oon 2 
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But why on Time ſo laviſh is my Song? ij 
On this great Theme kind Nature keeps a School, 
To teach her Sons Herſelf. Each Night we Dye, 
Each Morn 


are born anew ; Each Day, a Life 
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And ſhall we kill each Day? It Tyiſling kills; 
Sure Vice muſt butcher. O what heaps of {lain 
Cry out for Vengeance on us? Time deſtroy'd 
Is Suicide, where more than Bood is ſpilt. 
Time flies, Death urges, Knells call, Heaven invites, 
Hell threatens; All exerts; in Effort, All; 
More than Creation labours !---Labours more? 
And is there in Creation, What, amidſt 

This Tumult Univerſal, wing'd Diſpatch, 

And ardent Energy, ſupinely yawns ?---- 


Man ſleeps; ; and Man alone; and Man, whoſe F. ate, 


Fate irreverſible, entire, extreme, 

Endleſs, hair-hung, breeze-ſhaken, o'er the Gulph 
A moment trembles ; drops : and Man, for whom 
All elſe is in alarm: Man, the ſole Cauſe 

Of this ſurrounding Storm! and yet he ſleeps, 

As the Storm rock'd to reſt.---Throw Years away? 
Throw Empires, and be blameleſs. Moments ſeize, 


Heaven's on their Wing: a Moment we may with 


| When Worlds want Wealth to buy. Bid Day ſtand ſtill, 


( 22 ) 


Bid him drive back his Carr, recall, retake 
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Fate's haſty Prey; implore him, reimport BH 
The Period paſt ; regive the given Hour. 
Lorenzo, more than Miracles we want : 


Lorenz0-----O for Yeſterdays to come! 


Such 1s the Language of the Man awake ; 
His Ardor ſuch, for what ofppreſſes Thee: 
And is his Ardor vain ? Lorenzo / No: 
That more than Miracle the Gods indulge : 
To-day is Yeſterday return'd ; return'd 
Full-power'd to cancel, expiate, raiſe, adorn, 3 
And reinſtate us on the Rock of Peace. | | 
Let it not ſhare its Predeceſſor's Fate; 
Nor, like its eldeſt Siſters, die a Fool. 


Shall it evaporate in Fume ? Fly off 


Fuliginous, and ſtain us deeper ſtill? 
Shall we be poorer for the Plenty b : 
More wretched for the Clemencies of Heaven ? | 


Where 


( 23 
Where ſhall I find him? Angels! tell me where, 


You know Him; He is near you; Point him out; 


Shall I ſee Glories beaming from his Brow ? 

Or trace his Footſteps by the riſing Flow'rs ? 
Your golden Wings, now hov'ring o'er him ſhed 
Protection; now, are waving in Applauſe 


To that bleſt Son of Foreſight ! Lord of Fate l 


That awful Independent on To-morrow / 

Whoſe Work is done; who triumphs in the Paft ; 
Whoſe Ye/terdays look backwards with a Smile; 
Nor like the Parthian wound him as they fly ; 


tee OC,” 29 ah Gatts  AS r 


That common, but epprobrious Lot! Paſt Hours 
If not by Guilt, yet wound us by their Flight, 


If Folly bounds our Proſpect by the Grave; 
All feeling of Futurity benumb'd; _ 

All God-like Paſſion for Eternals quencht ; 
All reliſh of Realities expir'd ; 

3 |  Renounc'd all Correſſ pondence with the Skies ; 
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Our Freedom chain'd ; quite wingleſs our Deſire; 


In Senſe dark-priſon'd All that ought to ſoar, 


Prone 


( 24 ) 
Prone to the Center, crawling in the Duſt; 
Diſmounted every Great and Glorious Aim; 
Embruted every Faculty divine; 
Heart-buried in the rubbiſh of the World : 
The World, that Gulph of Souls, immortal Souls, 
Souls elevate, Angelick, wing d with Fire 
To reach the diſtant Skies, and triumph there 
On Thrones, which ſhall not mourntheir Maſters chang'd, 


Tho' We from Earth; Etherial, They that fell. 
Such Veneration due, O Man, to Man. 


Who venerate themſelves, the World deſpiſe. 
For what, gay Friend ! is this eſcutcheon'd World, 
Which hangs out DEATH in one eternal Night ? 

A Night, that glooms us in the Noon-tide Ray, 
And wraps our Thought, at Banquets, in the Shroud. 
Life's little Stage is a ſmall Eminence, 
Inch-high the Grave above ; that Home of Man, 
Where dwells the Multitude ; we gaze around, 


We 
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We read their Monuments; we ſigh ; and while 


We ſigh, we fink ; and are what we deplor'd ; 


Lamenting, or Lamented all our Lot ! 
Is Death at Diſtance ? No: he has been on thee ; 


And given ſure Earneſt of his final Blow. 


Thoſe Hours, which lately ſmil'd, where are they now ? 
Pallid to Thought, and ghaſtly! drown'd, all drown'd 
In that great Deep, which nothing diſembogues ; 
And, dying, they bequeath'd thee ſmall Renown. 
The Reſt are on the Wing: how fleet their Flight! 
Already has the fatal Train took Fire ; 

A Moment, and the world's blown up zo thee ; 

The Sun is Darkneſs, and the Stars are Duſt. 


Time paſſes like a Poſt : we nothing ſend 
But poor Bellerophon's expreſs ; our Doom. 
Tis greatly wiſe to talk with our paſt Hours; 
And aſk them, what report they bore to Heaven ; 
And how they might have born more welcome News, 


Their Anſwers form what Men Experience call, 


If 
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1 
If Viſalom's Friend, her beſt; if not, worſt Foe. 


O reconcile them ; kind Experience crys, 


There's nothing here, but what as nothing weighs; 
«© The more our Joy, the more we know it Vain; 
& And by Succeſs are tutor'd to Deſpair.” 
Nor is it only thus, but ft be fo : a 
Who knows not this, tho' Grey, is ſtill a Child. 
Looſe then from Earth the Graſp of fond Deſire, 
Weigh Anchor, and ſome happier Clime explore. 

Art thou ſo moor'd thou canſt not diſengage, 
Nor give thy Thoughts a ply to future Scenes ? 
Since, by Lyfe's paſſing breath, blown up from Earth, 
Light, as the Summer's duſt, we take in Air 
A Moment's giddy flight ; and fall again ; 
Join the dull Maſs, increaſe the trodden Soil, 
And ſleep till Earth herſelf ſhall be no more; 
Since Then (as Emmets their ſmall World overthrown) 
We, ſore-amaz'd, from out Earth's Ruins crawl, 


And riſe to Fate extreme, of Foul or Fair, 
I As 


( 27 ) 

As Man's own Choice, Controuler of the Skies ! 
As Man's deſpotick Will, perhaps one Hour, 

(O how Omnipotent 1s Time! ) decrees ; 

Should not each Warning give a ſtrong Alarm? 
Warning, far leſs than that of boſom torn 
From boſom, bleeding o'er the ſacred dead? 
Should not each Dial ſtrike us as we pals, 


Portentous, as the written Wall, which ſtruck, 
O'er midnight Bowls, the proud {/prian pale, 


Like That, the Dial ſpeaks ; and points to thee, 
Lorenzo! loth to break the Banquet up: 

« O Man, thy kingdom is departing from thee ; 
« And while it laſts, is emptier than my Shade.“ 
Its filent Language, ſuch 3 nor need'ſt thou call 


Thy Magi to decypher what it means. 
Know; like the Median, Fate is in thy Walls: 


Doſt aſk, how = whence e Belſhazzar-like amaz'd? 


Man's Make incloſes the ſure feeds of Death ; 


D 2 Life 


E'er while, high-fluſht with Inſolence, and Wine? 


( 28 ) | 
Life feeds the Murderer : Ingrate ! he thrives 


On her own Meal; and then his Nurſe Devours. 


But, here, Lorenzo, the Deluſion lies; 
That Solar ſhadow, as it meaſures Life, 
It Life reſembles too: Life ſpeeds away 5 
From point to point, tho' ſeeming to ſtand ſtill: 
The cunning Fugitive is ſwift by ſtealth; 
Too ſubtle is the Movement to be ſeen, 
Yet ſoon Man's Hour is up, and we are gone. 
I/arnings point out our Danger, Gnomons, Time 
As theſe are uſeleſs when the Sun is ſet ; 
So thoſe, but when more glorious Rea/or ſhines. 
Reaſon ſhould judge in all: In Reaſon's eye, 
That Sedentary ſhadow travels hard: 
But ſuch our Gravitation to the wrong, 
So prone our hearts to whiſper what we wiſh, 
"Tis later with the Wiſe, than he's aware; 
A Wi:mington goes flower than the Sun; 
And all mankind miſtake their Time of Day ; 
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(. 29 ) 
Even Age itſelf : Freſh Hopes are hourly ſown 


In furrow'd Brows. So gentle Life's Deſcent, 
We ſhut our Eyes, and think it is a Plain: 
We take fair days in Winter, for the Spring : 
We turn our Bleflings into Bane ; fince oft 
Man muſt compute that Age He cannot feel ; 
He ſcarce believes He's older for his Years. 
Thus, at Life's lateſt Eve, we keep in Store 
One Diſappointment ſure, to crown the Reſt ; 
The Diſappointment of a promis'd Hour. 


On This, or Similar, Philander Thou 


Whoſe: mind was Moral, as the Preacher's tongue; 
And ſtrong, to wield all Science, worth the name; 
How often we talk'd down the Summer's Sun, 
And cool'd our Paſſions by the breezy ſtream ? 
How often thaw'd, and ſhortned Winter's Eve, 
By Conflict kind, that ſtruck out latent Truth ; 
Beſt found, ſo ſought ; to the Reclaſe more Coy? 


4 
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Thoughts diſentangle paſſing o'er the Li 
ont EE. Clean 
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Clean runs the thread; if not, tis thrown away, 


Or kept to tie up Nonſenſe for a Song; 
Song, faſhionably fruitleſs ! ſuch as Stains 
The Fancy, and unhallow'd Paſſion fires ; 
Chiming her Saints. to. Cytherea's Fane. 


Know'ſt thou, Lorenzo what a Friend contains? 
As Bees mixt Nectar draw from fragrant Flow'rs, 
So Men from FRIEN DSHIP, Wiſdom and Delight; 
Twins ty'd by Nature, if they part they die. 
Haſt thou no Friend to ſet thy Mind abroach ? 
Good Senſe will ſtagnate: Thoughts ſhut up want 7 
And ſpoil, like Bales unopen'd to the Sun. 

Had Thought been All, ſweet Speech had been deny'd : 
Speech, Thought'sCanal! Speech;Thought'sCriterion too. 
Thought, in the Mine, may come forth Gold or Droſs; 
When coin'd in Word, we know its rea Worth. 
If Sterling; ſtore it for thy future Uſe ; 
M Twill "OO thee Benefit; ee Renown. 

| Thought, 


1 


Thought, too, deliver'd, is the more pofleſt ; 


Teaching, we learn; and giving, we retain 

The Births of Intelle& : when dumb, forgot. 
Speech ventilates our Intellectual fire; 

Speech burniſhes our Mental Magazine: 
Brightens for Ornament; and whets for Uſe : 
What Numbers, ſheath'd in Erudition lie, 
Plung'd to the Hilts in venerable Tomes, 

And ruſted in ; who might have born an Edge, 
And play'd a ſprightly beam, if born to Speech; 
If born bleſt Heirs of half their Mother's tongue? 
Tis Thought's exchange, which like th” alternate Puſh 
Of waves conflicting, breaks the learned Scum, 
And defecates the Students ſtanding Pool. 


In Contemplation 1s his proud Reſource ? 
Tis poor, as proud, by Converſe unſuſtain'd ; 
Rude Thought runs wild in Contemplation's Field; 
Converſe, the Menage, breaks it to the Bit 
Of due Reſtraint; and Emulation's Spur 


Gives 
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Gives graceful Energy, by Rivals aw'd. 
'Tis Converſe qualifies for Solitude ; 
As Exerciſe, for Salutary Reſt. 
By That untutor'd, Contemplation raves 


A Lunar Prince; or famiſh'd Beggar dies ; 
And Nature's Fool, by Viſdom's is outdone. 


IWiſdom, tho' richer than Peruvian Mines, 
And ſweeter than the ſweet Ambroſial Hive, 
What is ſhe, but the means of Happineſs ? 

That unobtain'd, than Folly more a Fool ; 

A melancholy Fool, without her Bells ; 
Friendſhip the Means, and F riendſhip richly gives 
The precious End, which makes our Wiſdom wiſe. 
Nature iu Leal for human Amity, 

Denics, or damps an andivided Joy: 

Joy is an Import; Joy is an Exchange; 

Joy flies Monopoliſts, It calls for Two: 

Rich fruit! heaven-planted 1 never pluckt by Oze. 


Needful Auxiliars are our Friends, to give 


To 


Fin 


(393) 
To ſocial man true reliſh of himſelf : 


F all on ourſelves deſcending in a Line 
Pleaſure's bright Beam, 1s feeble in delight ; 
Delight intenſe, is taken by rebound ; 
Reverberated Pleaſures fire the Breaſt. 
Celeſtial Happineſs, whene'er ſhe ſtoops 

To viſit Earth, One ſhrine the Goddeſs finds, 
And One alone, to make her ſweet amends 

For abſent Heaven,---the Boſom of a Friend ; 
Where Heart meets Heart, reciprocally ſoft, 
Each other's Pillow to repoſe divine. 

Beware the Counterfeit ; In Paſſion's Flame 
Hearts melt; but melt like Ice, ſoon harder froze. 
True Love ſtrikes root in Reaſon , Paſlion's Foe : 
Firtue alone entenders us for Life : 

I wrong her much----entenders us for ever. 

Of Friendſhip's faireſt fruits, the fruit moſt fair 


Is Virtue kindling at a Rival Fire, 


And, emuloufly, rapid in her Race, 
O the ſoft Enmity! Endearing Strife! 
A E Fas 


(34 ) 
This carrys Friendſhip to her noon-tide Point, 
And gives the Rivet of Eternity. 


From Friendſhip which outlives my Former themes, 


Glorious Survivor of old Time, and Death / 


From Friendſhip, thus, that Flow'r of Heavenly Seed, 


The Wile extract Earth's moſt Hyblean Bliſs, 
Superior Wiſdom, crown'd with ſmiling Joy ; 


For Joy, from Friendſhip born, abounds in Smiles, 


O Store it in the Soul's moſt Golden Cell! 


But for whom bloſſoms this Elyfan Flower? 
Abroad They find, who cheriſh it, at Home. 
Lorenzo! pardon what my Love extorts, 

An honeſt Love, and not afraid to frown. 
Tho' choice of Folhes faſten on the Great, 
None clings more obſtinate, than Fancy fond 
That ſacred Friendſhip is their eaſy prey 
Caught by the Wafture of a Golden Lure; 
Or Faſcination of a high- born Smile. 1 


— * 


. 


Their 


EPC r | — 
oy „ ö 22 2 2 8 N Fin 3 * J r HR 2 2 
— þ F 8 n "As - p 5 
% \ \ — - _ \ 
7 9 12 nnn e p % B A fv 6 4 2 <" Fen 4 
go ay. 3 Y _ Q W [RS \ "uy W 3 * > SI. BY O a1" 4 - : LEP Rn . : 
5 — 22 Ks ty „ Cas He Ng — 2 "> 8 
2 2 . : k — 


1 
Their Smiles the Great and the Coquet throw out 


For Others Hearts; Tenacious of their Own: 
And we no leſs of ours, when /ach the Bait. 
Ye Fortune's Cofferers ! Ye powers of Wealth ! 


You do your Rent-rolls moſt felonious wrong, 


By taking our Attachment to yourſelves. 


Can Gold gain Friendſhip ? Impudence of Hope ! 


As well meer Man an Angel might beget. 


Love, and Love only, is the Loan for Love. 


Lorenzs ! Pride repreſs ; nor hope to find 

A Friend, but what has found a Friend in Thee. 
All like the Purchaſe, Few the price will pay ; 
And this makes Friends fuch Miracles below. 


What if (ſince daring on ſo nice a Theme) 
I ſhew thee Friendſhip Delicate, as Dear; 
Of tender Violations apt to die ? 

Reſerve will wound it; and Diftruft, deſtroy 


Deliberate on all things with thy Friend ; 
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But ſince Friends grow not thick on ev'ry Bough, 
Nor every Friend unrotten at the Core; 
F irſt, on thy Friend, deliberate with Thyſelf: 
Pauſe, ponder, ſift; not Eager in the Choice, 
Nor Jealous of the Choſen: Fixing, Fix: 

Judge before Friendſhip; then confide till Death. 
Well, for thy F riend but Nobler far for Thee; 
How Gallant danger for Earth's Higheſt prize? 
A Friend 1s worth all hazard we can run. 

4 Poor is the Friendleſs Maſter of a World: 

« A World in purchaſe for a Friend is Gain.“ 


S0 ſung He (Angels hear that Angel ſing! 
Angels from Friendſhip gather half their Joy.) 

So ſung Philander, as his Friend went round 

In the rich Ichor, in the generous blood 92:1 

Of Bacchus, purple God of joyous Wit, 

A Brow ſolute, and ever- laughing Eye: 
He drank long Health, and Virtue: to his Friend; 


Hi is F riend, who warm'd him more, who more inſpir'd. 
Friend. 
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g ; Friendſbip's the Wine of Life; But Friendſhip new 
1 (Not ſuch was His) is neither Strong, nor Pure. . 
O!] for the bright Complexion, cordial warmth, 
And elevating Spirit, of a Friend, 

For twenty Summers ripening by my fide ; 

All Feculence of Falſhood long thrown down ; 


All ſocial Virtues riſing in his Soul 3 


As Cryſtal clear; and ſmiling, as they riſe ! 


| Here Nectar flows; it ſparkles in our fight ; 
| Rich to the Taſte, and genuine from the Heart. | 
] High-flavour'd Bliſs for Gods! on Earth how rare ? 

| On Earth how loſt? Philander is no more. 5 

0 Think'ſt thou the Theme intoxicates my Song ? | 
; Am I too warm? Too, warm I cannot be, | 


. I lov'd him much; but now IL love him more. 
Like Birds, whoſe Beauties languiſh, half conceal'd, 


Till mounted on the Wing, their glofſy Plumes 
Expanded ſhine with Azure, Green, and Gold; 


they take their Flighlt? 
- Hs 
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His flight Philander took; his Upward Flight, 

If ever Soul aſcended: Had he dropt, 
That Eagle Genius! O had he let fall 

One Feather as he flew; I then, had wrote, 
What Friends might flatter ; prudent Foes forbear ; 
Rivals ſcarce damn; and Zoilus reprieve. + 


Yet what I can I muſt ; It were profane 

To quench a Glory lighted at the Skies, 
And caſt in Shadows his illuſtrious Cloſe. 
Strange! the Theme moſt affecting, moſt ſublime, 
Momentous moſt to Man, ſhou'd fleep unſung 3 
And yet it fleeps, by Genws unawak'd, 

Panim or Chriſtian ; to the Bluſh of Wit. 

Man's higheſt Triumph ! Man's profoundeſt Fall! 
The Deathbed of the juſt! is yet undrawn - 

By mortal Hand; It -merits'a'Divine :/ 
Angels ſhould paint it, Angels ever There; 
0 5 5 20 14 
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There, on a Poſt of Honour, and 


Dare I preſume, then? But Philaudur bids; 
And Glory tempts, and Inclination calls 
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Vet am I ſtruck; as ſtruck the Soul, beneath 
Aerial Groves impenetrable Gloom; 
Or, in ſome mighty Raiz's ſolemn ſhade; 
Or, gazing by pale lamps on high-born Duſt, 
In Vaults; thin courts of poor Unflatter'd Kings! 
Or, at the midnight Altar's hallow'd Flame. 
It is Religion to proceed : I pauſe ---- 
And enter aw'd the Temple of my Theme. 
Is it his Deathbed ? No; It is his Shrine; 
Behold him, there, juſt riſing to a God. 


The Chamber where the Goodman meets his Fate, 
Is privileg'd beyond the common' Walk 
Of eirtuous life, quite in the Verge of Heaven; 
Fly, ye Profane! or. elſe draw near with awe, 
Receive the Bleſſing, and adore the Chance; 
That threw in this Betheſda your Diſeaſe ; | 
If unreſtor d by This, deſpair your Cure. 
For, Here, reſiſtleſs Demonſtration dwells; 
A Death- Bed's a Detector of the Heart. 
' + 34.20 6 Here 


( 40 ) 
Here tir'd Difſimulation drops her Maſ que 


'Thro? Life's Grimace, that Miſtreſs of the Scene | 


Here Real, and Apparent, are the Same. 
You ſee the Man; you ſee his Hold on Heaven: 
If ſound his Virtue; as Philander's ſound. 


Heaven waits not the laſt moment, owns her Friends 


On this Side Death; ; and points them out to men, 


A Lecture, filent, but of ſovereign Pow'r ! 
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| To Vice, Confuſion ; and to Virtue, Peace. 
; Whatever Farce the boaſtful Hero plays, : 
1 _. Virtue alone has Majeſty in Death; # 


And greater ſtill, ' the more the Tyrant frowns. 
Philander ! He ſeverely frown'd on Thee. 
« No Warning given! Unceremonious Fate 
« A ſuddain Ruſh from Life's meridian Joys! 


« A Wrench from all we Love / from all we are / 


| A reſtleſs bed of Pain! a Plunge opaque 2 

©. Beyond Conjecture! F ceble Nature's .dread ! 

| 2 dae Reaſns fliudder at the dark Unknown! 
A Sun 


©, 
ce A Sun extinguiſnt! a juſt opening Grave! 
% And oh! the laſt, laſt; what? (can words expreſs ? 
« Thought reach?) the laſt; laſt---S7/ence of a Friend!” 
Where are Thoſe Horrors? That Amazement, where? 


This hideous Group of Ills, which ugly ſhock, 


Demand from man? thought him Man till e. 


Thro* Nature's wreck, thro? vanquiſht Agonies, 
Like the Stars ſtruggling thro* this midnight Gloom, 
What gleams of Joy? what more than Human Peace? 
Where the frail Mortal? the poor abje& Worm? > 
No, not in Death, the Mortal to be found. 

His Conduct is a Legacy for All,. 
Richer than Mammon's for his ſingle Heir: 


His Comforters He comforts; Great in Ruin, 
With unreluctant Grandeur, gives, not yields 
His Soul Sublime; and cloſes with his Fate. * 
How our Hearts burnt within us at the Scene? 


Whence, This brave Bound o'er limits fixt to Man! 5 
F His 
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( 42 ) 
His God ſuſtains him in his final Hour: 9 2 
His final Hour brings Glory to his God: 


Man's Glory Heaven vouchſafes to call her own. 


We gaze; we weep; mixt Tears of Grief and Joy! 


Amazement Strikes! Devotion burſts to flame 


Chriſtians Adore! and Jnfidels Believe. 


As ſome tall Tow'r, or lofty Mountain's Brow, 
Detains the Sun, Illuſtrious from its Height; 

While riſing Vapours, and deſcending Shades, 
With Damps, and Darkneſs drown the Spatious Vale: 
Undampt by Doubt, Undarken'd by Deſpair, 
Philander, thus, auguſtly rears his Head, 

At that Black Hour, which general Horror ſheds 
On the low Level of th' Inglorious Throng : 


Sweet Peace, and Heavenly Hape, and humble Foy, 


Divinely beam on his exalted Soul; 

Deſtruchon gild, and crown Him for the Skies, 
With incommunicable Luſtre, Bright. 
Loren. 
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( 43 ) 
Lorenzo ſuch the Goodman's Miſery ! 
How dim the' Ray, the Luſtre, now, how pale 
Of tarniſht Pageantrys, of wither'd Joy, 


Of 'beggar'd Opulence, diſgrac'd Renown, 


Deep-darken'd Empire, Conqueſt overcome? 
Envy's bright Buts! the Pant of every Breaſt ! 
Envy ! the greateſt Ideot of all Crimes 

Who pains herſelf for That, wou'd pain her more ; 
Is there on Earth what can abſolve her? Yes 3 

One radiant Mark; the Deathbed of the Juſt : 
That Gaze of Angels! That glad Fame of Heaven! 
That Joy to Joy Celeſtial!! ---- O my Soul! 

Bleſt, raviſht with this Providential Scene ! 

Heaven plans her gracious Stratagems for All. 


A Scene ſo ſtrong to ſtrike, ſo ſweet to charm, 


So Great to raiſe, fo Heavenly to inſpire, 
So Solid to ſupport tair Vartue's Throne, 


What Tranſport Thane, to/ ſee? ? what Zeal to ſing? 


Sing Firſt, and kad i it thro? the Souls of men? 


And ſent thro) Theirs with eaſe, if from our own. 
Nor 


( 44 ) 
Nor haſt Thou Sung in vain : Philender hears, - 


Lorenzo feels, thy Song. Lorenzo feels 


Or He, and not Philander, is the Dead. 
Life, take thy Chance; but Oh for ſuch an End? 
There point, My wiſhes !'\center There; and burn. 
Smile you, ye poor Dependents on & Pulſe! 
A Pulſe, your ſalient God ! as that decrees, 
Pleaſur'd, or Pain'd:;/ Exalted, , or Forlorn 

Smile on; and prove your Miſery by your Smiles. 
As Smiles miſtaken, what Tear half ſo ſad? 

Is it your Pride? Wou'd you be prais'd for This? 
Scorn'd be the man, who thinks himſelf a Brute; 
Affronts his Species; and his God blaſphemes; 
Vile Laugher ! at whom Pity cannot laugn; 
Scorner of All, but what deſerves his Scorn! 


Who thinks it is Ingenious to be Mad, 


And is quite Fool enough to be a Wit. 
Wits ſpare not Heaven; O Wilmington! — nor Thee. 
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